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With  jealous  hand  the  autumn  wind 

Strips  from  the  woods  their  suminc 
Strews  every  path  with  dying  leaves 


ihd  Only   Here   and  There   a   Ston 
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Nature's  spoiled  pel  of  the  old  Prairie  State, 

I-  itii-  beautiful  village  a nLr  tin- irreen  hill 


And  floats  out  o'er  the  valley  beneath  if 
Enveloping  the  scene  like  a  e;reat  sable  shroud. 


A  mile  up  the  river  is  the  home  of  Abe.  Lincoln 
■'New  Salem."  on  the  brow  of  a  beautiful  hill. 


The  busy  old  mill  on  the  bunks  of  (lie  river. 
Made  the  New  Salem  home  a  noisy  domain 
The  scene  ever  one  of  pieturesi|ne  beauty. 
Ami  a  musical  rvtlnn  was  its  endless  refrain. 

Lincoln's  historic  Hat  boat  he  launched  here  01 
As  well  as  his  bark  on  the  dark  sea  of  life. 
Which  is  anchored  now  in  the  Golden  Forevc 
Beyond  this  world  of  sorrow  and  strife. 

There  are  two  old  trees  near  where  his  home 
An  oak  and  an  elm.  both  stalely  and  tall 
Their  branches  entwine  as  the  winds  sigh  thro' 
Teaching  an  earnest  lesson  1o  all. 

These  beautiful  trees  so  grand  and  majestic, 
Like  the  North  and  the  South  they  stand  face 
Tho'  the  storm  winds  force  them  away  from 
In  peace,  they  are  locked  in  friendly  embrace 


As  1  -ilently  gazed  on  that  firm,  kin 

In  beautiful  Oakridge,  God's  silent  I 
There  a  monument  marks  Lincoln's 
As  he  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  n 
Lxcepl  in  tin-  Morning-Land  of  Go< 
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